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You are doing too much, and your letter gives
me a fear lest, out of care for me, you added a
half-hour of effort to the work of a too busy day.
How long it is since I first began to preach pru-
dence to you! and my preaching has availed
about as much as the sermons in stones avail to
convert the hard-hearted. Well, we are glad to
take each other as we are, you ever imprudent, I
ever---------(I leave the word to your mercy).

" The last number of (Prseterita' pleased me
greatly. There was a sweet tone in it, such as
becomes the retrospect of a wise man as he
summons the scenes of past life before his eyes;
the clearness, the sharp-cut outline of your
memories is a wonder, and their fulness of light
and colour. My own are very different. I find
the outlines of many of them blurred, and their
colours faint The loss that came to me fifteen
years ago included the loss of vividness of mem-
ory of much of my youth.

" The winter has been long and hard with us.
Even yet there are snowbanks in shady places,,
and not yet is there a sign of a leaf. Even the
snowdrops are hardly venturing out of the earth.
But the birds have come back, and to-day I hear
the woodpeckers knocking at the doors of the
old trees to find a shelter and home for the
summer. We have had the usual winter pleas-
ures, and all my children have been well, though.
Lily is always too delicate, and ten days hence